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| Science of Woman’s Bea

uty as

By Leading Savants of the World

New Redfearches by a Distinguished Anthropologist and Photographs
Collected from Everywhere...The Ideal Mouth, Eyves, Mold of Head,
Arm, Leg, Shoulders, Bach and General Figure Discovered
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T FIGURE DISCOVERED.
Perfection ¥ bedily form, in toto,
i young malid Vienna,

s allih Il
but develd of

he

ol siender,

angle with tapering limbs,
bust rounded ynd solid, but not prominent,

a =lender waift; shoulders and throat deli-

cate, but—like¢ the entire body mold—-sug-
gesuing no oulline of {ramework or tendon
| th 1"1’*-25'3 the shoulder to the foot

» , 1 H . " - -
the outline os this beautiful form repro-
that sefpentine, fire-flame “curve of
beaut which Raphael has been accused

of using "almist to excess."

A beautiful.y modeled back is found in
a native Javaese girl, who has never feit
Ltiie pressure, ‘:" stays and who s compared
with a young Parislenne, the sharpness of
whose lines about the walst distinctly
show the distigurements of tight lacing.

Greatest be-uty in the modeling of the
hips this savant finds in a young English
girl. What he selects as the most beauti-
fully moldedg arm (s ndeed an artist's
dream come life. It is characterized by
a continucus apering from the shoulder to
the slender waist and a perfect roundness
throughout, v i{th no suggestion of bone or
muscle bt'r}f".’.?h.

Une of the tmost interesting of his photo-
graphs Is sdected to illustrate the frst
slgns of appréaching age to be found in the
lineg of the feminine figure. These charac-
teristics, I he average woman, are, ac-
cording to Dr. Strats, a growing gharpness
in the shoul'er blades, a retrocession of
the breast 'nd a heaviness below the
walst. They¥ show that “the first leaves
are falling: taat the autumn is coming on."

Tha brain “of the profound savant has
been combingd with the eye of the artist

in these regearches. He not only per-

ceives all that is beautiful and aesthetical
in the “"human form divine,” but he knows
why it is pleasing to the eve and how it
compares with the canons and ideals of

the masters of ancient and mediaeval
times. He withholds nothing from his
pupils and” shows, photographically, the

human form just as molded by nature and
without wvestment. He e¢an publish his
plates in Europe, where there is leas llabil-
ity than in our country of thelr falling into
thﬂ._hgnds of the unsophisticated, but oug
traditions limit the varlety of these pic-
tures which may be reproduced in the pub-
lic prints, -
HOW TO GAUGE YOUR FIGURE.

Probably not one in a million of our sis-
ters so zealously striving for beauty of
figure has any notion as to whether she is
approaching the canons, or ideal standards
of proportion laid down by artists and
anthropologists. The length of

T women of all lands and | from the chin to the roots of the hair was
" o he may analyze them with | the favorite unit of the ancient sculptors,
ol itift: scrutiny and apply to |-who estimated that the height of the entire
g wnohs established by eminent | human flgure should be from nine to ten
-'1, anthropometric specialists, | “faces,” the length of the arm from the
rough the Smithsonian Institution Dr, | #houlder to the point of the middle finger
s late'y collected photographs of | four “faces,” and so on.
: s Indiar figure. But what interests I was recenuy discussing these problems

with Dr. Robert Fletcher, the well-known
anthropologist. He called attention to the
fact that the Greek sculptor, in modeling a
perfect human form, followed the rule that
the height of the head should be one-
eighth of the entire &tature.

“But modern statistics show that a well-
formed human belng should measure seven
and one-haif heads to the entire shiture,
The Greek sculptor, therefore, was either
in error or modern civillzation has de-
veloped the head at the expense of the
trunk and limbs."’ .

To diagnose the beauty of her figure,
our fair sister must then divide the num-
ber of inches in her entire stature by those
in the height of her head. If the guotient
be “eight,"” she may congratulate herself
upon conforming to the Greek ideal; if it
be *“7%%.'"" that she Is consistent with the
modern avegage or perfect proportion, This
i her first "diagnosis.

Next, let her compare her proportions
with those of the Venus de Medici, con-
sidered by most sculptors to be the most
perfect of all reproductions of the divine
form of woman. Her height is 5 feet 3
inches; circumference of neck, 12.3 inches;
of chest, 33.6 Inches; of walst, 27.3 inches;

of hips, 266 inches; of thigh, 21.1 inches;
of calf, 4 Inches; of extended arm, 114
inches; of forearm, 108 inches; of wrist,
8.6 Inches. Comparing these measure-
monts with those of a number of young
women in 2 New England school of gym-
nastics selected as belng “exceptionally
well built,” It 8 dizcovered that all of
those having the stature of the Venus de
Medici have necks too thick and chests,

walsts, hips, extended arms, forearms and
wrists too small: that nearly all are too
small in the thigh and calf. The combined
statistics from several of our institutions
for the higher education of women show
the same conditions for the average wom-
an § feet 3 inches tall, save that her thighs
are too large.

But returning to Dr. Fletcher: One point
which he made in the course of the con-
versation would indicate a possibility of
giving our daughters increased stature, If
family characteristics tend toward stunted
growth. The measurements of a million
men enlisted under the War Department
show that those from Vermont, New
Hampshire and Kentucky were conspicu-
ously taller than the remainder, and that
the districts producing these tallest sol-

diers correspond with those where there
are underlying deposits of lime. Moral:
Fear your daunghters where they may

drink good, hard water, well tinctured with
lime; for lime makes bone and bonec makes
stature.

“1f a comparison could be made between
the typical American and the typical
Greek woman, ours would doubtless prove
the more beautiful,” opined Dr. Theodore
N. Gill, the eminent bilologist of the Smith-
sonjan, “The artist8 assume a certain
standard of ancient beauty, but the an-
cients probably did not judge beauty from
individual living types. Their standard
wias most probably complex, embodying
the most beautiful features or character-
isties of wvarious individuals.”

the face :

Tight-lacing, in Dr. Gill's opinion, cannot

produce in the form of woman a change
that can be inherited. Each healthy girl
of our eivilization will continue to be born
with a properly proportioned walst, just as
for centurfes each healthy Chinese girl
baby has continuad to come Into the world
with prettily shaped feet.

That the petite and blonde types of wom-
én are becoming leas plentiful as the years
pass on is another of Dr. Gill's opinions,
The entire human race 18 growing larger.
The armor of the ancients is too small for
our men of to-day. Immigration is bring-
ing In more and more of the brunette races
of Europe to our domain. These, far in
preponderance over the blonde peoples, are
blending with our blood and reducing the
:mmbers of the fair-haired and blue-eved
ype,

‘rof. W. J. McGee, divector of anthro-
pology for the 8t Louis exposition, is in
doubt about our becuming a brunette race.
“There is an onposite force at work,” said
he, *““the bleaching of the skin as a result
of culture. Aesthetic development tends
to whiten the gkin, and the pigmentation
of the skin, hair and eyes seems to cor-
relate. Culture would, therefore, tend to
produce a blonde race, while vigor, on the
other hand, would help to establish a bru-
netie race. Increased vigor seems to cause
increased pligmentation, and we are the
most vigoroug people on earth. 8o, you
sce, there are two forces at work.

“"American women are more beautiful
than those of ancient Greece or Rome.
Our growing standard of beauty appeals
Just as much to cultured forelgners as it
does to Americans themselves. The Amer-
ican girl is envied by her Evropean sisters
because while abroad she attracts Euro-
pean men."

CALIFORNIA GIRLS
TIFUL.

Professor McGee regards the California
girl as representing the highest type of
beauty to be found in the world. In that
State have been most concentrated and in-
tensified all the forces at work to improve
our race—especially
admixture of blood.

Prof. Otis Mason, curator cf etymology,
United States National Museum, believes

that the blonde girl is decreasing among
us vear by year.

“The skin, hair and eyes of the Indian
are the colors which nature loves in Amer-
ica,” said he. “Eventually we will all have
dark hailr, dark hazel eves and dark com-
plexions, depending somewhat upon the
altitude in which we llve. People who live
on low ground will have more leathery
skins than those at higher elevations. The
stature of our women as well as our men
depends primarily upon nutrition. The
meat-diet people are usually tall and the
fish-diet people short and stout, Vegetar-
ians grow meager in body. The influences
of our environment uporr beauty may be
observed by studying the differences of our
Indian tribes. Our Eastern soil would seem
to be preductive of a long nose, a strong
chin, a deep, eloquent mouth and full,
heavy eyebrows. The tribes of the Pacific
had flat faces, but this may have been due
to their fish diet.”

Dr. R. W, Schufeldt, the biologist, dis-
cussed the gquestion as to what attributes
tf}lfirerent races acknowledge to by beauti-
ul:

“It really seems that the lower the race
in the scale of civilizatiom, the more fixed
and restricted are their ideas in this di-
rection. On the other hand, the majority
of the men at least, among the Indo-Euro-
peans, to which race we belong, see beauty
in the greatest variety of women of other
countries than their own.”™

But the American girl, as well as her
foreign sisters of the same race, is not
beautiful in the eyes of all the peop'os
of the earth, according to Dr. Schufeldt.
The American Indian regards her skin as
too light. The black men of Africa re-
gard her nose as too long and her lips too
thin. A native of Cochin-China once spoke
with contempt of the beauty of the British
ambassador's wife, He complained that
ghe had “white teeth like a dog's™ and “a
rosy color like that of potato flowers."

Thus it would seem that beauty is not
only skin deep, but that it Is without honor
save among its own race.

JOHN ELFRETH WATKINS.

[Copyright, 1904.]
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A iStudy of Daughters

PF:A;R NG as one who has left
girthood a long way behind, and
ha! seen the daughters of her old
school friends and contempora-
rie!\ emerging from babyhood in-

to girihood sand womanhood, 1 notice a

Jderable’change of type in the modern

Cim

maider In some respects the change is
admirable: §1 others it requires modifica-
ton. But i4 all ways the change Is ex-
tremely marked. 1 am not going back so
far £ to “the Early or mid-Victorian
epoch; I speak now of the girls who flour-
ished in th= seventies and eighties, and
I think tha' even in the space of twenty
or tive and ‘twenty yvears a great change

has come about. The typical girl of the
present day glories in her strength. She
can play ericket and hockey; she can ride
and drive nnd swim; she can walk ten
miles with. ease, row a boat with her
Lrother and enjoy life with the zest of a
gehoolboy, Very often she is accomplished
in some particular line; she has a taste for
carving or music, or for managing girls'
clubs; and she throws herself into a pur-
suit of thi« Kind as whole-heartedly as
into her a‘nusements. If she s of the
wage-earning or salaried class, she does
her work .mm  business-like fashion and
makes herself valuable to her employers,
she goo:l humored, bouyant, generally
brimming &ver with good spirits, a cap-
ital comrade, a trusty friend. But she is
not sympathetic. People do not feel In-
clined to eonfide their affairs to her; and
those who ~re sick or sorry pass her by.

’I‘t:l-: OLD-STYLE GIRIL.

Still, she # a more complete human being,
in many reapects, than her predecessor of
the seventies, who suffered only too often
from insuf cient exegeise and misdirected
engrgies. } ublic examinations and crowd-
ed high sc!’ﬁouls were in their infancy, and
the educatinn of girls was almost entirely
in the hands of private teachers, schoolnis-
tresses anl governesses, In the better

class schoo‘rooms there was an almost ex-
nggerat 1 -conscientiousness about small
duties, srocreding from the efforts of teach-
ers to follow Dr. Arneld’s methods—an ex-
cellent ides if well carried out, but apt to
produce a morbid scrupulosity and (in
some cases that I myself remember) a pos-
irive fear of any sort of enjoyment. It
can't be right, because 1 like it so much,”
was a sentonce uttered by a girl of my ac-
guaintance in all sincerity.

There wos also a good deal of religious
end philapthropic activity among the girls
of that time in the way of Sunday school
teaching, t~act distribution, and the carry-
ing of soup and puddings to the poor. Po-
litteal economy did not, in those days, af-
fect us. We belleved that we were doing a
great deal of good to others when, as a
matter of ‘act, we ourselves r_nmed more
by our exertions than tht recipients of our
gifts. Miss Charlotte Yonge has some very
well-drawy specimens of girls of this sort
in her bonks. Take, for instance, Ethel
May or Amy Morville. In our day Ethel's
classleal sttalnments would be the chiet
tactor of her life; she would have had a
coach and gone to Girton, Instead of set-
tiing dow? to keep her father’'s home and
butid a ¢burch at Cocksmoor. Amy, wid-
owed at eaventeen, would moest ussuredly
have made a second brilllant marriage, in-
stead of ~utting off her halr."msarin a
widow's cep (at seventeen) and “living for
her child. The girls of the present day are
not lkely ‘o suffer by the sacrifice of their
intellectua! gifts or the renunciation of all
worldly er joyment at the age of scventeen.
They wou'4d jJaugh the idea to seorn. -

And yet-is thlefru not QOIIM! tm::wam"t:.
Ethel yv's self-suppression, : »
ville's abnegation—had they not their origin
in some real co:iduqﬂon nd“d k'ih:h dtll.lﬂpe?
Ihﬁﬂ E | m fals, a M‘to

, mistaken

1 t we may perhaps think
ash to live up to them. lmvuz
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pleasure—excitement; anything to glve
them a constant change of sensation, and
to disguise from themselves the monotony
of ordinary life.

SHOULD WE®*BE PUT UPON?
This impatience of pain used not in old

days to be very characteristic of women.
It was supposed to be woman's place to en-
dure. Often she endured too much; she was

foolishly submlissive and self-sacrificing. 1
know of cases where a wife has ruined her

health out of compliance with some unim-
portant fad of her husband’'s; but self-
sacrifice carried to that extent has fortu-

nately been condemned by all reasonable

persons. The only danger is that the girls
of the present day should carry their law-
ful desire to be well, to be happy, to be
comtiortable, to too great an extreme. They
talk of “self-development’ instead of self-
denlal; they feel that they are not doing
their duty to themselves when they are
“put upoq,” and they very much resent
any infringement of their privileges. In
theory they are often very right; in prac-
tice only too often extremely selfish,

After all, as 1 once heard a wise man
say, “'true Christianity chiefly consists in
letting yourself be put upon.” Or, as
Frederick Robertson said, Do not talk
about your rights; think of your duties.”
And the maodern girl is a trifle too much
inclined to fight for her rights, and to neg-
lect some of the most obvious duties of a
girl’'s hoeme life.

For this brilliant young creature who
plays hockey and the violin, or reads Greek
and cultivates her intellect, or seeks out
and pursues every form of amusement that
ghe can devise, is generally the cherished
daughter of itwo middle-aged people who
have spent a good part of their lives work-
ing for her, in thinking about her and plan-
ning her welfare. Her father s often a
busy man with whom she has little inter-
course, but she can at least meet him with
affection, and play a dull game at back-
gammon without a yawn! Then her
mother—not clever, perhaps, not intel-
lectunl—how does the modern girl behave
to her? Is it not too true that the daugh-
ter constitutes herself the queen of the
household, rules her elders, sets aside their
tastes, sometimes even actually snubs her
parents, and is openly rebellious when they
try to exert a little authority? These ‘“‘re-
voiting daughters’”” have ao charms for the
sensible man or woman. Better by far
the old days of subjugation, when a girl
was taught te reverence her father and to
adore her mother; when she believed it to
be really her duty to honor her parents and
to treat them with the most delicate re-
spect, the most untiring devotion.

SELFISHNESS OF MODERN GIRL.
But daughters now-a-days are for the
most part too intent on their own career to

have much time in® which to study their
parents’ wishes: *“Oh, mother likes it,”” a

girl declares, when some one comments
vpon that mother's tired face at a garden
party or a dance. *“Mother likes to look

on.”” But does she? And have you ever
troubled to inquire?

“Of course, ‘}nother's heart and life arc
bound up in us; she says she lives her own
youth over when she sees us enjoymg our-
selves.” That may be quite true, but it
hardly relicves a daughter from the duty
of surrounding her mother with care and
consideration. As 1 said before, the mod-
ern girl has not much sympathy; but she
might at least cultivate a little Imagination.
A friend of mine tells me that when she
was not much over forty (and she was
remarkably young and fresh looking), she
found heyself in company with some young
relatives: and ome of them, after gazing
at her refiectively for a time, made the
following remark: “How strange it musi
be ta feel that life Is over, for you, and
that you have really nothing more to ex-
pect! It must be Verkd.;eary. I hope I shall
not iive jlong!" My d was a successful
. with a great many interests and
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ADELINE SERGEANT

well for girls to remember that all inter-
¢st does not die out of life at the age of
twenty-five,
HER MERCENARY SPIRIT.
Looking at these girls of the day, one
thinks of their future with some misgiving.

Many of them are to become wives and
mothers—and what kind of wives and
mothers will they make? Excellent wives,

no doubt, in the days ‘of prosperity, but
darker hours are certain to follow, and the

virtues then required will be those of pa-
tlence, endurance, self-sacrifice. The mod-
ern girl is far more worldly than her
mother was in her malden days. She
scouts the idea of love in a cottage; she
wants a good house, a good income, and,
above all, plenty of amusement. It is the
love of luxury and amusement that seems
to be galning ground among us, and it is
not a development which promises well for
the empire. The wife who looks on her
hugband as ‘a mere provider of clothes and
meals is not likely to prove a helpmeet in
the day of trouble. When we note the in-
crease of casesg in which husband and wife
separate from each other we wonder wheth-
er that terrible “incompatibility” of temper
might not have been overcome if the wife
had possessed the characteristics of an
earlier time. Had she shown herself un-
selfish, tolerant, patient with his faults,
capable of “putting up' with small vexa-
tions, perhaps the quarrels would never
have been begun, and the rift would not
have widened to the destruction of a home.
But think of the young wife's training as
a girl, and then ask yourself how she could
have attained the qualities which would
have preserved her ppiness. What has
she learned?

Well, first of all, she has learned that
her own advancement is the chief thing
that she must strike for; that her tastes and
capacities must, of all things, never go to
the wall; that it is her duty not to yield a
hair's breadth when it is a matter of indi-
vidual opinion. 8She has always undeérstood
that one had a duty to oneself, but she ex-
pects her husband to s=acrifice his inclina-
tiong and ideas to hers. She wants him to
walt upon her, to work for her, to admire
her to the end of time, and sh2 cannot In the
least understand that a busy man cannot
give all his thought and attention to her as
he did in the days of their engagement. Her
vanity Is offended, and she beging to fret
and sulk. The husband is impatient with; a
wife who cries and grumbles when he comes
home at night; and therefore his temper
soon matches her own, and domestic strife
becomes the order of the day. Happiness
has flown out of the window; and whose
was the fault?

If the wife is also a mother, matters are
worse. The children learn only too early
what discord and dissension mean; and the
vears of their childhood. which ought to be
s0 beautiful, are filled with memories of dis-

ce!

It is well for a man, said the greatest
of sages, that he should bear the yoke in
his youth. Well for a woman, also. Not
a voke of tyranny or enforced servitude,
but the yoke of obedicnce, humility, faith.
If a girl reverence her parents, she wiil
respect her husband and train up her chil-
dren to the same law of subordination,
For we cannot all be equals; we must be
subordinate one to another, and there is
nothing humiliating to a properly trained
mind to feel that we are filling our proper
place in the world—some intermediate
gpace, most likely, neither too low nor too
high. Arfter all, the old lessons are the
best. The young should give all deference
to the aged, and the aged should show
consideration for the aggressiveness and
“cocksureness™ of the young. These be
trite sa ; but there is good reason in
them al

And so I coms back to my earlier conten-
tion—that the modern girl should culti-
vate the power of sympathy if she wishes
to resemble those great and wise and
lovable women who have swayed the men
who rule the world. And quite half of
sympathy consists in imagination—in be-
ing able to oneself into another’s place,
it is only w a girl can do this that she

will fiil in the and
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The ldeal Mouth as Pictured by
an Authority

A Perfect Arm as Shown in
the Picrure

Lines of Figure Spoiled by
Lacing

Perfect Mold of Head

and Seming

A eof Eyes

Two Northside Young Women
Say Hospitality Can be Overdone

The Mothers of the Girls Also Hold Opinions on the Subject... An
Old Lady on a Street Car...Social and Business
Relations Considered...Other Stories

OSPITALITY is a beautiful thing |
in its way, but it can be over- ’
done. At least that is the opinion
of two girls on the North Side.
The mothers of the giris also hold
on the subject; agrees with

O

opinions
the girls; the other thinks that hospitality
is a beautiful thing, but that it is frequent-
ly unappreciated.
That is the effect.

This is the cause. One
of those lovely eool alfternoons last week
Mother and Daughter Number One
themselves up in their purple and fine hats
and went calling. Now everyvhody who has
ever gone calling that thing
that the caller most ardently desires
that the person called upon should neot be

dressed

knows one

is

at home: while the person called uvpon is
equally fervent in thanksgiving that she
was not at home—if she iz fortunate

enough not to be. The object of calls ig not
to see the person called upon, but merely
to have been there, while, on the. other
hand, the object of being called upon is not
to be there. In the course of the afternoon
the mother and daughter found themselves
in the neighborhood where a certain dear
friend of the daughter's lives. “I've owed
Martha a call for months--and this would
be a fine time to pay it,” said the daughter,

“But Eleanor, you know Mrs. Jones and
I have never called on ecach other—and I
really don't know that 1 care to add to my
list. It's all I can do to keep up with it
now. Besides she has lived here so much
longer than 1 that I wouldn't care to call
on her first, You'd better put it off till an-
other time.” »

“Oh, mother;: you know how hard it is for
me to come calling at all. 1 tell you—you
just wait out in the carriage. Sit back and
they won't see you from the house—they've
got a great @g yard anyway, and the house
is so far off. And even {f Martha is at home
—and I hope to goodness she isn't, because
I'm tired to death—why I'll only stay a few
minutes. That's the only decent thing about
formal calls—there’s so little of them,™

Mother was finally coaxed into the sit-
ting far back in the carriage and waiting,
“But mind, it's a very short few minutes,
even if she's at home,” she adjured. Daugh-
ter agreed and rustled along the walk and
up the steps.

“Why, I'm just as sorry as I caa be to
think Martha isn't at home,” said Mother
Number Two at the door.

Miss Eleanor was even sorrier. “Dear me,
isn't it too bad,"” she exclaimed with real
feeling in her voice. “We live g0 far apart
and we so seldom see each other. You tell
her I'm too sorry for anything to miss
her.” This, in spite of the fact that down In
her deceitful little heart she was saying de-
voutly, ““Well, thank goodness!"

Mother Number Two was struck with a
sudden idea. *“‘But s=he's just run up to
Jane's for a while with her sewing,'”” she
said. ""That's only a few squares away.
You come in and I'l]l telephone her to come
right home." .

“Oh, no; I eouldn't bother you,” protested
Eleanor politely.

“Why, my dear, it's no bother at all. It
seems such a shame for you to miss her
when you've come so far—and you're so
disappointed, too. You just come right in
and =it down, and I'll call her right up.”

“But 1 wouldn't take her away from an-
other ngagement for anything,” said
Eleanor faintly.

“Engagement., Why, she’s only gone up
to her sister Jane's, that's all, Why, she'd
never forgive me If I let you go away with
her so near."

S0 Eleanor rustled in and sank doawn in
a corner of the parlor and waited while
Mother Number Two rang up Jane and in-
structed Martha to come right home,

Martha, a good six squares away from
Eleanor, waliting in her purple and fine hat
in the parlor, expressed her opinion vigor-
ously. “What on earth did you ask her to

stay for?" she wailed. “Here 1 am with this
old torn shirtwaist and this sloppy skirt—
I just threw on my long coat to come here.
I don't want to see her anyway—I hate
formal calls. And she's just as mad as 1
am, too, I know. Oh, well, I suppose I'll
have to come.,”

“I couldn't tell her you were out here
waiting, could I? And she just made me
come in and stay till Martha came home,”
explained Daughter Number One, tearfully,
three-quarters of an hour later, to a white,
wrathful mother who was very tired of sit-
ting back in the carriage s0 as to render
herself unseen; while Mother Number Two
explained to an almost equally wrathful
daughter that Eleanor was so disappointed
that she simply couldn’t let her go away
without seeing her. Consequently, for that
quartet, hospitality Is, for the present,
more to be commended in the breach than
in the observance. .

4+ 4+ 4

The old lady in the corner of the street

car attracted considerable attention from
the other passengers because of her total
disregard of them. Her eyes were as bright

as those of youth and they gleamed De-
neath the rusty straw bonnet with its

scanty trimmings, as she turned her head
eagerly from right to left.

“Now, you'd never a-thought this avey-
noo would a-growed up like this now, would
you, John?"' She nudged the old man who
sat beside her, his chin resting on his two

hands crossed on his stick. *“Why, it's get-
tin' reel grand, I declare. Don’'t you remem-
ber this was just where Chariey had his
little store. It's changed a good deal, but
still it looks kind o' matural.™

The squares flew by and the old lady be-
gan to look a little dublous. “I declare now,
wouldn't it be awful if we had took the
wrong car, John," she s=aid. “I'm gettin'
reel anxious, I must say. Young man,” she
beckoned to the conductor with a gnarled
but imperious forefinger. “Young man, are
vou sure that this here car will take us to
535 Blank street?

“Just 68 near as you can get there on a
car,” returned the conductor. “I'll tell you,
lady, where to get off. We ain’t near there

yet.
The old lady subsided, though her tense
uprightness as she sat on the edge of the
seat, and her anxious glances betrayed that
she had not yielded her doubt. Far down
the conductor rang the bell and the

“This Is your street, lady.”

i, you walk two squares over

-

“I don’t believe that you know your busi-
ness young man,” she said, severely. ““This
ain't the place, no such thing. "Tain't a bit
patural looking."

“Well, maybe things have changed since
you was here last,”” returned the conductor
patiently. ““This {# the nearest you can get
on the car to 535 Blank street.”

“Come on, Mandy, let's get off,)” whis-
wred the old man. “That there young fel-
er's paid to do this, an’ like as not it's the
rl:.:‘.l lll.j\'l-_”

“Indeed 1 won't get off here, John Smith,"”
returned the old lady, settling her ample
feet firmly upon the floor., I don't intend
to get off till things look natural. Think of
me and you bein” lost in a city the size o
this. No, sir.'”" The conductor rang his bell
and the car started on while the other pas-
sengers smiled.

The old lady kept her eyes fixed on the
street as the car flew on and by and by
sgigns of recognition began to appear in her
face. Old landmarks had been less dis-
turbed in this part of the town than nearer
to the city’'s center, and the place began to
look familiar to her eyves. By the time the
car reached its last square she was almost
nodding to familiar trees and dwellings.

“You'll have to get off here or else go
back,” e¢alled the conductor from the plat-
form. “End of line.”

The old lady was already half way to the
door, followed by the slower-moving old
man., “Course I''m goin' to get off here,”
ghe returned triuvmphantly. “This is some-
thing like: I told you you didn’'t know your
business, young man—trying to put me off
way back there where there wasn't nothing
natural at all. I guess 1 got my sense yet—
an' 1 know jes' how to walk from here to
535 Blank street. They can't no street-car
conductorg thet don’'t never get off'n their
cars fool me, even irf I don't live in the city
no more.'”" And she nodded to the young
man with such a sincere belief in his in-
efficiency that he could not feel very sorry
that the old lady would have to trudge a
mile back to 535 Blank street from her nat-
ural looking starting point.

++ 4+
She is pretty, and sweet, and charming,
and, in consequence, she has a number of

masculine admirers. She works down town
and she tries to keep her business and her
purely social connections entirely apart,
but she can't help it if a man calls her up
now and then at the office, or just drops in
for a few moments’' chat. And of course she
can’'t be rude and freezing and make the

poor man uncomfortable just because he
interrupts her for a moment or two in busi-
ness hours, Certainly not. That was the
reason why, when the buzzer of the tele-
phone on her desk indicated that the oper-

ator at thelr private exchange had a call
for her, and a masculine “Hello"” floated to
her over the wire when she took down the
receiver, that she smiled into the telephone
in that wasteful way some girls have and
answered “‘hello” in her sweetest tones,

“Hello—who is this?”’ came back in the
masculine voice.

She hesitated. Two or three of the men
she knew aiways opened a telephone con-
versation with her in that plaviful way,
asking her to guess who was at the other
end of the line—and which one could it be?
It might be Tom—no, it wasn't Tom's
voilce, Charlie? The voice was too deep for
Charlie’'s. Her own volce was sweeter than
ever when she answered, to soothe the
sting that she feared her words might
carry.

“Why, I'm dreadfully sorry, but I don't
kKnow."”

“You don't know?"’ came back the answer
in astonished tones.

The sweet girl’'s smile went a degree
deeper in her regret. “No—I can’t imagine,”’
she answered.

“Well, for heaven'’s sake, what kind of an
establishment do you run down there any-
way?" Even the bewildered ear of the sweet
girl could make out exasperation in the
tone now. “Here I've been trying to get the
business office for ten minutes and the op-
erator has given me three other depart-
ments, and now I get you and you don't
even know who you are. Is there anybody
around there who does know?' But the
sweet girl had hung up the receiver with a
dazed air, so the exasperated voice re-
mained in ignorance. . s

+ + +

Janet had come to spend a day and a
night with Aunt Susan. The day was al-
most spent, much to Aunt Susan’s relief,
for she herself was almost in the same con-
dition. She tucked the sleepy little girl in
bed and by and by she tucked herself in as
quietly as possible so as not to awaken the
small sleeper. Then she composed herself

to a much-needed rest. But it happened to
be in mosquito time and one solitary mos-
quito happened to be in the room. Every-
body knows that a single mosquito is far
more dangerous and maddening than a
flock of mosquitoes; and Aunt Susan had

the usual experience with this solitary
sougstor of the aight. Sheé heard the sharp,
thin note at her ear andgslapped viciousiy
at the singer, only to have the blow land
smartly on her cheek and to hear him next
moment shrilling a paean of triumph at her
left ear. Finally, after fifteen minutes .of
warfare she was g0 warm that she flung
her pillow to the foot of the bed to be
nearer the windows and the breeze. The
next minuie 2 second pillow was flung to
the fdot of the bed and small Janet cuddled
down beside auntie. Auntie sald nothing;
she thought Janet was only half awake
and she did not care to complete the pro-
Cess,

The breeze was soothing, the mosquito
singer seemed to have taken unto himself
an extra pair of wings and flown away;
and Aunt Susan was just drifting off to
dreamland when a sleepy little voice broke
the sllence.

“Say, augtie?”

“Yes, Janet,”

“Say, auntie, wouldu't you jes’ like to see
that o' mosquito's face when he goes up
there to bite your face 'n finds yoyr foots,
Won't he be fooled?”

A Good World, After All

We take our share of fretting,
Uf grieving and forgetting;
The paths are often rough and steep, aud heed-

less feet may faill;

But yet the days are cheery,

And unight brings rest when weary,
-Emehol}t this old planet is a good world

after all. '

Though sharp may
The jo ur:pmoret

our trouble,
n double,

To ard thelir rest ever,
To fall the fee never,
w earth remains a bright

In calm :‘r ':wmm w::tber, ‘u 2
And w flame burns a good
world, after all. i

The bugle of hope nnd faith, through
and that N
mb&m etrel

f:‘-‘»ru;- her fingers

Woman's Only Despot in This
Free Countryls Her Dressmaler

Job Had His Troubles, but Was

)B had troubles by the score, but |
he was spared one which haunts |
the modern woman. ]‘I‘f‘:‘-:-!!!ill\-i
ers! If long-suffering Mr. Job had 1
been subjected to a plague of
dressmakers he might not have come down
the ages with that fine reputation for pa

tience unimpaired.

g a n The
woman who can stitch things
together so that they Jdo not shriek aloud
that they are home-made, and who has the
to over the intricacies of full
sleeves, bias bands and pointed girdles can
at the dressmaker if she
to—though what satisfaction there
is in snapping one's fingers at anybody no
one knows. But the woman who can't sew
—and her name s legion in this imprac-
tical, modern age, when girls are instructed
in higher mathematics and golf and left ut-
terly ignorant of the useés of the powerful

1 e dressmaEer CEsSEAryY l"\”,

expictional

fuss

time

wants

needle; and the other woman, whose name
is Legion No. 2, who works for her living

and who hasn't 2 moment's time to use
her needle whether she knows how or not—
these women are utterly at the mercy of
Madame the Modiste,

indianapolis women have their troubles
with the dressmaker just as women every-
where else, except perhaps on those isles
of the bl:ssed where clothing consists
chiefly of a nose ring and a sweet, un-
troubled smile, and where the morning's
mail never brings a breath-taking bill for
materials, and making, and findings. Now
and then in Indianapolis, as otherwhere,
one strikes the rare woman who has found
a dressmaker with ‘some humane instincts
and attributes, and who consequently has
pleasant things to say of her.

But mostly woman joins with her sisters
in a wail against the dressmaKer. She
charges too much, she is perfectly unre-
liable in the matter of promises, she is im-
pertinently independent—*‘and I'd never,
never let her make me another gown, only
she understands my style so well.” There's
the rub!

+ 4+ 4

The chief cause for complaint against the
dressmaker is that she never keeps her

promises. Of course, a woman is pro-
verbially unreliable, but it must be con-

fessed the average dressmaker rather over-
does the matter of consistency in her dis-
regard of promises. This is the experience

of one Indianapolis girl overheard on the
street car the other day.

“Don’t say shirtwalst sult to me, please.
It makes me shudder to hear the term. I
ordered a shirtwaist suit in February. I

went to Madame Dash—ves, I know she is
awrlfully expensive, but she does make such
dandy clothes, so I afford her two or three
times a year—l can't do it oftener, not
merely on account of expense, but be-
cause—well, you'll see. It was early in
February, and she was going to close her
shop for a fortnight while ghe went to New
York. S8She would get the goods for me
while she was there and make my suit
within the month. We agreed on a wool
plaid. Well, the fortnight passed and I
went up to see her. No, she hadn't got
the goods—all the plaids she liked were =so
high priced she thought that I wouldn't
care to afford them for a shirtwaist suit.
She would look around heére and see what
she could find., It was a week before I was
permiited to come again, and then she
hadn’'t had time to look. When she finally
did get to the looking she couldn’t find any-
thing here that she liked; then she sent to
Chicago for samples; we agreed on one, and
she sent for it—but from the way she kept
putting me off over the "phone, saying that
the goods hadn't come, T think it took sev-
eral weeks for her to even send off the
order. The end of that was that the firm
sent word that all of that pattern was
sold. By that time the weather was be-
ginninz to show signs of springtime and
warmth, so Madame Dash saié: *Now you
won't have anyv use for a wool shirtwaist
dress—suppose you let me make you a little
silk one—you'll get so much more good out
of that." That was all right with me; =0
one day two or three weeks ago she sent
me word she had some sambles from the
shops here, and for me to comé up and look
at them. Meekly 1 went, and we picked
out the one I liked; then I walted for a
summons to be fitted. Finally one day she
called me up and said that she would get
the silk, cut outl my dress and be ready to
give me a fitting the following Friday.
Friday came, and trustfully I went my
way. She met me at the door. “Why,
didn't vou get my note? she sald? My
heart went clear down into the tips of my
tan shoes. “Why, I wrote you saying that
I simnly couldn’t match that sample you
picked out—and for you not to come to-day,
But 1 saw some charming embroidered
linens—so &weet. What do you think about
a white linen suit instead of the silk?™ I
don't really know what I sald. I don’'t
know whether I'm committed now to a
winite shirtwaist suit, or whether the whole
thing's off. I'm merely waiting for further
developments.”
+# + &

The shirtwaist suit girl I8 not alone In
her glory. She is merely one of a vast
sisterhood of women who trudge or drive,
time after time, to their dressmaker to
keep an engagement, only to be told that
madame is not ready for them. The high-

er priced dressmakers are, of course, the
worst in this respect; they know that
women who can afford to pay their prices
will submit to almost anything to get
their gowns made by a modiste whose
name carries with it the cachet of fash-
ion: so they are perfectly lnde?endent in
their methods. There are certain of their
customers who are subjected to little of
their proerastindtion. the ones for whom
they have a special liking—for even smart
dressmakers are human and have prefer-
ences—and the women whose dress allow-
ances permit them any number of high-
priced gowns a year and who consequently
have to be treated with more consideration
than the women who, though they pay the
same rates, cannot do so more than two
or three times in the twelvemonth, and
whose patronage s ?roportlomtoly less im-
portant. And it {sn't only the high-priced
dressmakers that assért thelr om from

obligations, either. The average and the
below-thé-average modist: Is as to
keep yvou walting for yvour frock as js her

sister of the more altitudinous prices and
the carrfage customers. But she [sa't quite
g0 independent n her attitude; she is
apologetic in her manner; she hastens to

¢ one excuse on top of another when the
promised gown I= not fort
psye cal moment. “Now, don't You
know, Miss Mary. I've had the worst time
with my girls, gn-ms like you can't get a
good one that'll stay noways. Now, when
you come In with your dress and 1| 'wm-

ised it for now 1 had such a fine skirt hand,
but she un and quit on me last week, and
there was such a plle of things that was
promised before vours that it seemed ke |

! ‘m =
“Well, daughter, | don't objeet to yo
© for things when you get t
| ut 1 object to ndin

Spared One That Haunts the

Modern Woman... The Dressmalier Emerges from Every Battle
Smiling and Victorious...One Man's Getaway and Finish

her word not to, but I clean forgot,” But X
toid her you was always so sweet about
things that you wouldn't blame me. Now,
sg'posing you come next Tuesday and we'll
be already to fit you—or mavbe vou'd bet-
ter come Friday—we're awful behind, How
was It you sald you wanted vour skirt cut,
Miss Mary—I kind of forgot?

And you go away knowing to a deagd
moral certainty that no scissors have yet
been put into the goods vou brought: but

that little remark about your sweelness
disarms vou. l‘c-}'h-:;.:- she Is ready for gou
when you go at the appointed time; per-
haps she isn't; anyway the completion of

your frock is usually delayed two or three
weeks beyond the promised time—but that
is better than it might be, provided the
frock is satisfactory In other respects,
There is one large comfortable dressmakes
in Indianapolis who makes .shirtwaists-and
Bowns at average prices who has perhaps
the most unigue excuse proffered by any-
one for the unfinished state of the gare
ments at the promised days. “"Now, don't
you know 1 got that all done but one
sleeve,” she will say solemnily."” And then
I run out of thread. Yes'm ] finished that
dany before "yest'day, all but that sleave;
but I run out of thread and you didn't
come In, so 1 didn't know what to do.™
Perhaps you did not buy the thread in the
beginning—you left that for her: but she
always hesitates over getung the second
supply herself; evidently to match white
cotton No. T appeals to her as too deli-

cate a task to uandertake. The matter of
propises is not the only one that makes
lovely woman wroth, however, The love-

lyv woman goes to her modiste with plans
for &8 new frock. It is to be pale blue
touched up with black velvet, very simple,
but of lovely lines. She has the picture in
her mind's eye. She congratulates herself
happily upon her success in designing.
“Pale blue with touches of black,” says
madame, “Yes—it's a pretty combination,
but it's been so overdone.” The lovely
woman withers beneath the tone which
brands her as distinetly of season-before-
last. “Now look at this green embroidery
muslin—green is really good this season
you know—and the embroldery with just a
touch of the cerise here and there IS 80
ic.
L‘l‘}‘uh. I can't wear green,” says the lovely
woman decidedly. “1've never had but one
green frock—and that's why ['ve never had
another.” Madame s apparently deal. She
drapes the muslin about the lovely
woman's shoulders in deft folds and then
stands at arm's length to survey the ef-
fect. “it's such a Frenchy thinf—-nnd thera
jsn't another anything like it in town. 1If
vou really want a bit of
might use it—but very aua.m, ngty.
“RBut it isn't becoming.” Interposes the
lovely woman surveying herself with a
doubtful eye. “I don't look well in green—
o you think so?” '
d"l}’t)u couldn’'t have anything so bm“ -
Madame's volce is decided. “And

ért"ﬁn is so good. Shirrs all nr,fmnd the
shoulders and the hips, I think. 1
“Oh, no—I'm too short and-er-plump.

st have my gown perfectly plain in its
:'nn!:wtts." The lovely woman's volce su'tu'n
for Lthe same d('r‘lait';il}llnul marks madame's
tone, but ineffectually.

“Plain effects—why my dear Mrs. Blank,
I couldn't permit the kind of gown you
suggest to go out of my workroom. No; it
must be shirrs, by all means—and a very
deep velvet girglu in cerise shades to fol-

w the embroidery.” .
lu’l‘lwa lovely woman has little to say during
the rest of the interview. She goes home
trying to stifie in her mind the thought
that she loathes cerise, that she looks
ghastly in green and that the shirrs and a
deep girdle will take off three inches from
her already insuflicient height. For, before
ghe is permittted to depart, she has
unconditionally to all those things.

+ + +

Now and then a man becomes inyoived -
in the tramsactions of the dressmaker;
sometimes under those circumstances, the

dressmaker gets the worst of it. One In-
dianapolis man came off with flyving colors
from such an encounter last spring. Mrs.
Man had ordered a light coat to serve for
various kinds of wear, from one of the
smart modistes. She had bought the ma-
terial herself to insure the coat’'s perfec-
tion. Four months after she had tm
the material she was still waiting for the
eoat. At the end of the four months she
was more than ever anxious for it, as she
and Mr. Man had arranged a little Easter
trip and the coat was to be Yy
smart for traveling. She longed, she

had her doubts. Then Mr. Man took mat-
ters into his own hands without consulta-

tion—his wife's awe of madame
not have permitted his course of action.
He looked up the dressmaker in the di-
rectory, went to her and demanded wW
know if the coat had been cut.
“Yes, it han.;; was the n:ng:eer. -
“Give me the gores—o
whatever you call the pleces,” he -‘&
“I'm going to take them to a tallor

have the coat made.”
Madame flew into a fine rage. She told

Mr. Man that he was no gentleman; that
she would not give up the coat, and
various other bits of information. Fmnally
Mr. Man gave his ultimatum. “You may
keep the coat and make it—but you must
have it at my house by § o'clock SBaturday
evening, or clse¢ Mrs. Man will not accept
!tv" *

“you'll have to accept it." stormed ma-
dame. *If I make it, no matter when, you'll
pay for it.”

Mr. Man told her he would be delighted It
she would try to make him accept it and

y for it, and the conversation as
stormily &s it began. But the coat was

sent up at the time mentioned by Mr.
One r::rt the fond fathers of Ind
dld not come out so well In his tiit a“lﬁ

the dressmaker, however. He a
from the dressmaking department in one of
the big stores one morning at the breakfast

nd, contrary to his wont, bow the
:1‘2:; :vgr He made no comment &
cost of the material or the trimmings or :
making, but he knitted his brows over the

w dlll‘. b -
Eia"hat tre‘l'lm!lnm, danghter?™" he asked.

“Oh, hooks and eyes, and braids, and but-

tons—and  things,” said daughter.
“Any brald on your dress.'
“Ohk, ng;lt'- a skire."™
“Any ttons?”’ . "3
Daughter _ “No, I guess not.™
“Hooks and eyes™ _
“Well, two or three—and some patent fase
tener things." :

“Well, are they expensive?” o [V e -
oh,li don't kg:w—i.hout 10 cents a card,
¥ eSt—Or, muy i . =
5%’:!!. what utm mllas-. daughter?™
1 and n«;nar of shlelds™ ¢ sud
ther look a bit puszied. !
iz pretty cheap,” he sald, *
t are they

“Shields, father. Oh, about ®er

that lq.hody‘ can find.

black with it we _
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